130                 LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

CXXXIIL

PARIS, August 23, 1848.
IT was not amiable of you not to answer
sooner. I am still ill. I do not eat nor
sleep. However, I have to work, and it is
not in doing nothing that I am yawning. I
cannot understand why you stay away so
long. I can find no other explanation of
your sojourn among the savages than that
you have made some conquest there of which
you are proud. I have a good quarrel in
reserve for you. Shall it be Friday or Mon-
day ? It would not be prudent of you to
delay longer.

CXXXIV.

PARIS, Saturday, November 5, 1848.
I HAVE been irritated against you, for
I need to see you. I have been, and am
still, very ill and frightfully sad. An hour
with you would cure me. You did not
even take the trouble to write something
amiable to me. I have to forgive youd to
